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Sunlight Sweetness 


Author's Notes: 
A writing prompt inspired this. | hope you enjoy :) 
Navy blue smoke danced through the keyhole. 


He knew | had been standing there. For how long? Ages, it seemed. Maybe the man behind the door, his lips just 
inches from the keyhole now, knew | was here all along. 


| could picture him quite clearly at the keyhole. Exhaling the blue smoke from deep within his lungs into my 
hand that lingered by the doorknob. And so slowly did it leave his body. So very slowly. | could hear the 
mischievousness in his exhale. In the dry chuckle afterward. Teasing me. Taunting me? 


"No need to be afraid. Come in", that familiar, velvety lilt invited. 


My heart kept up a steady, hard thump that started once | arrived outside his building. l'm not even sure why 


| came here. To make amends? To see how he was doing? | stepped into his flat. For once the curtains were 


drawn back just enough to let some of the early evening sun in. | could smell the heat of the sunlight in the 
room. Heat and stale cigarette smoke. His mattress in one corner of the room, shrouded in shade except for 
the very bottom. Sheets of red and blue stripes strewn wildly about, and his blue pillow was flattened. How 
many whores had been between those sheets? My stomach turned as the smell of the heat in the room 
invaded my nostrils. Heat from the sun or heat ignited from your lovely body and a filthy sluts as you two 
fucked? 


"You're always so afraid of everything, Rick Will you always be, do you think?", Syd asked innocently as he 
made his way to the bed but didn't sit down. Innocent but with just the slightest hint of bitterness. He turned 
to face me, large slots of sunlight settling on the dips and groove of his lean body. 


‘Its just my nature, | suppose.", | replied lamely as | shrugged my shoulders. "Your unpredictability hasn't 
helped". 


"Are you afraid of me?", Syd asked as he raised a heavy eyebrow, putting out his cigarette on the top of one 
of his speakers. He padded over to me, bare chested with red velvet trousers. Barefoot, as he always liked to 
be. Maybe that was one thing about him that hadn't changed. His dusty brown hair, longer and unkempt, barely 


moved with his footsteps. When was the last time he even washed it? 


But you wouldn't care about something as insignificant as unwashed hair if he were to take you in his arms. If 
he leaned in close enough to whisper into your ear about how much he's missed you, how much he loves you. 


Would you? 


He stopped just in front of me, his forest green eyes level with mine as his expression turned soft, thoughttul. 
He lifted his hand, fingers long with calloused tips, to my chest, pressing it over my heart gently. Ever 
tenderly as he felt how quickly my heart was racing. The warmth of his hand radiated through my sweater to 
my bare skin. And everything suddenly felt so burning hot. His eyes turned sad, maybe even filled with deep 


sorrow, as his senses focused on my heartbeat. 


lm afraid of who you're becoming. And where you're headed", | replied cautiously, my gaze penetrating his. | 


wanted him to read my thoughts. 

Please believe that | still care so deeply for you. Please, Syd. 

‘Its a little late for that, isn’t it, Rick?" His voice undoubtedly venomous now as he jerked his hand away from 
my heart that now felt like it had been cut to pieces once again. Jerked his hand away as if | was the most 
repulsive thing he had ever touched. And Syd didn't tear hearts to pieces. No, he knew what he was doing, 
knew just what to say to cut your heart into perfect slices. He was methodical. But, to my surprise, the 
sadness still lingered in his eyes. 


"Please don't be cruel to me, Syd", | whispered, maintaining eye contact with him. 


"Don't you dare talk to me about being cruel”, he snarled, stepping away from me only to glare at me from a 


small distance. "You don't think it was cruel for Nick and Roger to make fun of me, humiliate me for their 
enjoyment backstage? When we were in the car for hours together, driving from gig to gig? And you did 
nothing about it. It wasn't cruel to lie to me about going out for cigarettes when you were going to gigs 
without me?". The crack in his "me" betrayed his anger. His paper thin chest heaved as he took a shaky 
breath. His hands trembled as they lifted from his sides to cross his arms over his chest. His eyes filled with 


tears as he continued to glare at me. 


"l", | sighed as struggled for words, "I could tell you how badly | feel, how tortured | feel for what | didn't do 
for you. But | know you won't believe me. Christ, but | do, Syd. | regret everything | didn't do for you". My 


voice quivered as | struggled to maintain my composure. 


"Didn't keep you from avoiding me - your regret - did it? Didn't keep you from wanting to move out of our 


flat", Syd shot back. 


| looked down at the dusty floor in shame. | heard bare footsteps cross the room to where his pack of 
cigarettes lay, and he lit up another one. Syd stayed where he was, by the bed now as | looked back up at him. 


"I figured you didn't want to be around me anymore anyway.". 
What a piss poor answer. What a fucking pathetic answer. 


"I was hurt, Rick. | AM hurt. But | didn't want you to leave. | needed you during one of the darkest times in my 
life. You were the one | was closest to in the band after Roger started pulling his shit", Syd paused to take a 
breath, his gaze turning towards the window. "Instead of being there, being a true friend, you left and 
completely discarded me. You made it clear which was more important", he finished. A tear slid down his cheek, 


glinting harshly in the sinking sun 
"Syd, please..let me make it up to you. l'm so sorry.’, | pleaded softly as | took a step towards him. 


It's Too late. If | was too heavy for you only a few months ago, then you certainly wouldn't want to be around 
me now", he said matter-of-factly. "Go. Go back to the band. | would say back to ‘your’ band but Roger 
snatched it up before | was even ousted". He flicked his cigarette carelessly onto the floor, the orange light 


almost setting fire to his bed sheet. My eyes widened in alarm. "You didn't even try to come and see me after 


| left until today. Why is that?". 


| wanted to try to make things right again between you and |", my voice steady, to my surprise, as | studied 


Syd very closely. 


"In what way?", he asked, his eyes burning into me. Burning into my brain. And as much as | wanted to look 
away, just for a brief moment, | couldn't. Syd could seduce me with just a single look and he damn well knew it. 
The smoldering forest that was his eyes, heavy-lidded and shrouded in the faintest of shadows in the sunset. 
Dark eyebrows lowered, a smug grin pulling at one corner of his dry lips. Just the slightest hint of danger 
simmering under the surface of those eyes. All mystery and unpredictability. But where was the sweetness in 
Syd? The sweetness that formed our friendship. The sweetness that drew me to him as a lover. 


| want what we used to have", | replied, not quite answering his question. Of course | wanted his friendship. 
But | damn well wasn't going to admit that | still harbored such sensual, romantically intimate feelings for him. | 
couldn't get a grip on his true feelings. He was teasing me. Again. And, as usual, | couldn't quite read him, 
making the patience that | had wear precariously thin. 


"And what did we have, Rick?". 


‘Jesus Christ, Sydl", | shouted, my face set hard now as | balled my hands at my sides. | gained a sick 
satisfaction, a pleasure in startling the man | now glared at so furiously. "Stop jerking me around! Stop teasing 
me! You damn well know | miss you. | miss everything about you. And everything we used to do. Everything". | 
emphasized my "everything" as my face fell in exhaustion. Tears that screamed to get out of my system 
welled in my eyes as | studied Syd. | didn't care how | looked in front of him as | felt the chill of wet tears roll 


down my face. 


He walked towards me, his eyes heavy and filled with sadness as he enveloped me in his arms. | slid my arms 
around his slender waist as | buried my face into his shoulder. My sobs sounded pathetic, pitiful. | came here 
to make things right with Syd. | came here to apologize to him. And here he was comforting me. But there it 
was. That sweetness. That sweetness that | found so much solace in. Sweetness..his skin smelled sweet. 
Sweetness mingling with a hint of his sweat. Sweetness in his purring voice as he told me not to cry. 
Sweetness in the way his chapped lips pressed against the slick saltiness of my cheek. Even the steady 
pulsations of his heartbeat against my chest were sweet to me. Everything about Syd was sweet in this 


moment, and | wanted every bit of it. All | wanted, all | needed was sweetness. Syd's intoxicating sweetness. 


"This is what | miss, Syd", | murmured into his ear, my eyes closed as | pressed my cheek against his. "| want 


your sweetness. You're so sweet to me, Syd". 


Syd tightened his arms around my waist as he let out dry, breathy chuckle. "But that's the problem, Rick. l'm 
not sweet all the time. | can't be sweet all the time. And,", he pulled away from me now, taking a step back as 


he held my bleary gaze. "You only love me if I'm sweet. Your friendship, your love for me is conditional”. 


| shook my head vehemently. No. No, | was so close to getting it back Getting Syd back. "No, its not, Syd. Let 
me show you its not. Please", | begged. | would get down on my knees if that's what it took to have him back 


again. To have his sweetness back again. 

"Rick, it's too late. | think you should go. For both of our sakes", he told me. The tears pooled in his eyes. He 
wanted what we had back, too. | could see it. Yet he padded past me to the door and began to open it just a 
crack. 


"Syd, no.", | pleaded, my voice trembling now as | turned towards him. "I need this. | need you.". 


| saw his body tense and | knew immediately | had said the wrong thing. | had fucked up anything that could 


have been for good. His eyes turned cold, thick brows furrowing darkly. "Do you now?", he asked sarcastically, a 


hint of amusement in his voice. "Funny..you weren't there for me when | needed you. Good-bye, Rick". 

‘lm sorry, Syd. Can't you see? l'm so sorry." Tears flowed freely down my face again, but Syd's hardened 
expression hadn't changed. He had been tender to me, so sweet to me not even three minutes ago. Had it really 
been from his heart? | knew Syd despised any kind of phoniness, so it must have been genuine. But, once again, 
| couldn't read him. | didn't resist his wish for me to leave and made my way to the open door. 


"| will miss you. I've already spent so many days and nights missing you." 


"I know.", Syd murmured as his face softened into one of reflective melancholy. An emotion that | knew in my 


heart that he must have felt very often. 


"Me too". 


